260      THE WELL OF SAINT CLARE
" Sweet Signer Fabio," she said to him, cc I am aware of your misfortunes ; they are the talk of all the town. Hear me ; I am not rich, but I have some jewels at the bottom of a little coffer. An you will accept them of a poor girl that would serve you, I shall know God and the Virgin love me."
And it was a true word, that in the prime of her youth and fine flower of her beauty, the fair Zanetta was poor. Fabio answered her :
" Kind Zanetta, there is more nobility in the hovel where you dwell than in all the Palaces of Venice."
For three days longer Fabio visited the banks and fondacos without discovering any one willing to lend him money. Everywhere he received an unfavourable answer, and listened to speeches that always came to this :
"You did very wrong to sell your plate to pay your debts. Money is lent to a man in debt, but not to one without furniture and plate."
The fifth day he made his way, in despair, as far as the Corte delle Galli, which men also call the Ghetto, and which is the quarter the Jews inhabit*
" Who knows," he kept saying to himself, a if I may not get from one of the Circumcised what the Christians have denied me ?"
He proceeded therefore between the Calle San